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managers, with Burke at their head, appeared in full
dress.   The collectors of gossip did not flail to remark
that even Fox, generally so regardless of his appearance,
had paid to the illustrious tribunal the compliment of
wearing a bag and sword.   Pitt had refused to be one of 6
the conductors of the impeachment, and his command-
ing,  copious, and sonorous eloquence was wanting to
that great muster of various talents.   Age and blindness
had unfitted Lord North for the dudes of a public prose-
cutor; and his friends were left without the help of his i*
excellent sense, his tact, and his urbanity.   But, in spite
of the absence of these two distinguished members of the
Lower House, the box in which the managers stood
contained an array of speakers such as perhaps had not
appeared together since the great age of Athenian elo-is
quence.    There were Fox and Sheridan, the English
Demosthenes and the English Hyperides.   There was
Burke, ignorant, indeed, or negligent of the art of adapt-
ing his reasonings and his style to the capacity and taste
of his hearers, but in amplitude of comprehension andao
richness of imagination superior to every orator, ancient
or modem.    There, with eyes reverentially fixed on
Burke, appeared the finest gentleman of the age, his form
developed by every manly exercise, his face beaming
with intelligence and spirit, the ingenious, the chivalrous, s*
the high-souled Windham.   Nor, though surrounded by
such men, did the youngest manager pass unnoticed At
an age when most of those who distinguish themselves
in life are still contending for prizes and fellowships at
college, he hacj won for himsplf a conspicuous place in so
parliament   No advantage of fortune or connection was
wanting that could set off to the. height his splendid
talents and his unblemished honour.   At twenty-three he
had been thought worthy to be ranked with the veteran
statesmen who appeared as the delegates of the British **